198                   THE INQUISITOR               PARTI

ness-   He, intently looking at the sheet, followed the
words:

All over were December's rains,
And grass and herbs renew the plains;
The shepherds quit the hills, and keep
A watch around their feeding sheep.

Oh, happy toil which Abel knew,
And Moses loved, and David too!
Oli, happy shepherds, favoured race!
Who first shall see a Saviour's face.

*  How beautifully they are singirfg/ he thought,
and a first sense of some distant happiness and
tranquillity began to steal towards him.    It was
interrupted;   it was prevented.    It was exactly as
though someone had touched him on the shoulder,
someone antagonistic to everything that was being
done here.

*  Come away out of this nonsense*    You are
wanted.   You have no time to be wasting1 here/

He had been a man all his life of weak decisions
and he had always covered his weakness with self-
defending excuses. It was exactly the same now as
so often before in the past When in America or
China someone had tapped him on the shoulder and
said,4 Come on. What are you hanging about for? *
he had gone, often to some silly misfortune. Now
he half turned his head as though he expected to sec
someone waiting for him, Everyone was listening
to the singing* No one minded him.

Who wanted him? Where was he to go? Then
he knew. It was this old impulse, that with every
renewal seemed to be stronger, to drive him back
again to the house that he hated. He had been in
1 The Bull/ drinking with his friends^ or watching a